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ACT I
SCENE ONE

Scexe 1—The kitchen of the Carmody home on the
outskirts of a manufacturing town in Connect-
scut. On the left, forward, the sink. Farther
back, two windows looking out on the yard. In
the left corner, rear, the icebox. Immediately
to the right of it, in the rear wall, a window
opening on the side porch. To the right of
this, a dish closet, and a door leading into the
hall where the main front entrance to the house
and the stairs to the floor above are situated.
On the right, to the rear, a door opening on the
dining room. Farther forward, the kitchen
range with scuttle, wood box, etc. In the center
of the room, a table with a red and white cover.
Four cane-bottomed chairs are pushed under
the table. In front of the stove, two battered,
wicker rocking chairs. The floor is partly covo-
ered by linoleum strips. The walls are papered
a light cheerful color. Several old framed pic-
ture-supplement prints hang from nails. Every-
thing has a clean, neatly-kert appearance. The
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back to her chair. CarMopy continues with a sneer.}
It’s mad I am to be thinkin’ he’d go without gettin’
his money—the like of a doctor! [4ngrily.] Rogues
‘and thieves they are, the lot of them, robbin’ the
poor like us! I’ve no use for their drugs at all
They only keep you sick to pay more visits. I’d not
have sent for this bucko if Eileen didn’t scare me
by faintin’,

Mary—/[ Anziously.] Is Eileen very sick, Papa?

CarMopy—[ Spitting—roughly.] If she is, it’s
her own fault entirely—weakenin’ her health by
readin’ here in the house. This’ll be a lesson for her,
and for you, too. [Irritably.] Put down that book
on the table and leave it be. I’ll have no more readin’
in this house, or I’ll take the strap to you!

Mary—{[ Laying the book on the table.] It’s only
pictures.

Carmopy—No back talk! Pictures or not, it’s all
the same mopin’ and lazin’ in it. [After a pause—
morosely.] It’s the bad luck I’ve been havin’
altogether this last year since your mother died.
Who’s to do the work and look after Nora
and Tom and yourself, if FEileen is bad took
and has to stay in her bed? Tl have to get
Mrs. Brennan come look after the house, That
means money, too, and where’s it to come from?
All that I’ve saved from slavin’ and sweatin’ in the
sun with a gang of lazy Dagoes’ll be up the spout
in no time, [Bitterly.] What a fool a man is to be
raisin’ a raft of children and him not a millionaire!
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her tongue out at her younger brother.] Slow poke!

Tom—You didn’t beat me, neither!

Nora—I did, too!

Tom—You did not! You didn’t play fair. You
tripped me comin’ up the steps. Brick-top! Cheater!

Nora—[Flaring up.] You’re a liar! You stumbled
over your own big feet, clumsy bones! And I beat
you fair. Didn’t I, Papa?

Caemopy—[ With a grin.] You did, darlin’, and
fair, too. [Towm slinks back to the chair sn the rear
of table, sulking. CarMoDY pats Nora’s red hair with
delighted pride.] Sure it’s you can beat the divil
himself !

Nora—[Sticks out her tongue again at Tom.]
See? Liar! [She goes and perches on the table near
Mary who is staring sadly in front of her.]

CarMopy—[To BiLry—irritably.] Did you get
the plug for me I told you?

BrLLy—Sure. [He takes a plug of tobacco from
his pocket and hands it to his father. Nora slides
down off her perch and disappears, unnoticed, under
the table.]

Carmopy—It’s a great wonder you didn’t forget
it—and me without a chew. [He bites off a piece
and tucks it into his cheek.]

Tom—[Suddenly clutching at his leg with a yell.}
Ouch! Darn you! [He kicks frantically at some-
thing under the table, but Nora scrambles out at
the other end, grinning.]
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GayNor—[Seating himself by the table—
gravely.] Your daughter is very seriously ill.

CarMopy—[Irritably.] Aw, Doctor, didn’t I know
you’d be sayin’® that, anyway!

Gaynor—/[ Ignoring this remark—coldly.] Your
daughter has tuberculosis of the lungs.

Carmopy—|[ With puzszled awe.] Too-ber-c’losis?

Gaynor—Consumption, if that makes it plainer
to you.

Carmopy—[ With dazed terror—after a pause.]
Consumption? Eileen? [With sudden anger.] What
lie is it you’re tellin’ me?

Gay~Nor—T [ Icily.] Look here, Carmody! I’'m not
here to stand for your insults!

CarMopy—[Bewilderedly.] Don’t be angry, now,
at what I said. Sure I’m out of my wits entirely.
Eileen to have the consumption! Ah, Doctor, sure
you must be mistaken!

Gaynor—There’s no chance for a mistake, I'm
sorry to say. Her right lung is badly affected.

Cazmopy—[Desperately.] It’s a bad cold only,
maybe,

Gaynor—[Curtly.] Don’t talk nonsense, [Caz-
MoDpY groans. GAYNOR continues authoritatively.]
She will have to go to a sanatorium at once. She
ought to have been sent to one months ago. The
girl’s been keeping up on her nerve when she should
have been in bed, and it’s given the disease a chance
to develop. [Casts a look of indignant scorn at
CarMopY who is sitting staring at the floor with an
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apression of angry stupor on his face.] It’s a won-
der to me you didn’t see the condition she was in
and force her to take care of herself. Why, the
girl’s nothing but skin and bone!

Caemooy—[ With vague fury.] God blast it!

Gaynor—No, your kind never realizes things till
the crash comes—usually when it’s too late. She
kept on doing her work, I suppose—taking care of
her brothers and sisters, washing, cooking, sweep-
ing, looking after your comfort—worn out—when
the should have been in bed—and— [He gets to his
feet with a harsh laugh.] But what’s the use of talk-
ing? The damage is done. We’ve got to set to work
to repair it at once. I’ll write tonight to Dr. Stan-
ton of the Hill Farm Sanatorium and find out if he
has a vacancy. And if luck is with us we can send
her there at once. The sooner the better.

Caemopy—[His face growing red with rage.]
Is it sendin’ Eileen away to a hospital you’d be?
[Ezploding.] Then you’ll not! You'll get that
notion out of your head damn quick. It’s all nonsense
you're stuffin’ me with, and lies, makin’ things out
to be the worst in the world. I’ll not believe a word
of Eileen having the consumption at all. It’s doc-
tors’ notions to be always lookin’ for a sickness
that’d kill you. She’ll not move a step out of here,
and I say so,.and I’'m her father!

GayNor—[Who has been staring at him with
contempt—coldly angry.] You refuse to let your
daughter go to a sanatorium?
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Cazmony—I do.

Gaynor—[ Threateningly.] Then I’ll have to re-
port her case to the Society for the Prevention of
Tuberculosis of this county, and tell them of your
refusal to help her.

Carmopy—[ Wavering a bit.] Report all you like,
and be damned to you!

Gaynor—/[Ignoring the interruption—impres-
sively.] A majority of the most influential men of
this city are back of the Society. Do you know that?
[Grimly.] We'll find a way to move you, Carmody,
if you try to be stubborn.

CarmMopy—[ Thoroughly frightened but still pro-
testing.] Ara, Doctor, you don’t see the way of it at
all. If Eileen goes to the hospital, who’s to be takin’
care of the others, and mindin’ the house when I’'m
off to work?

GayNor—You can easily hire some woman.

Carmopy—[ 4t once furious again.] Hire? D’
you think I’'m a millionaire itself?

Gaynor—/[Contemptuously.] That’s where the
shoe pinches, eh? [In a rage.] I’'m not going to waste
any more words on you, Carmody, but I’'m damn
well going to see this thing through! You might as
.well give in first as last.

CarmMopy—[ Wailing.] But where’s the money
comin’ from? ‘

GayNor—[ Brutally.] That’s your concern. Don’t
lie about your poverty. You’ve a steady well paid
job, and plenty of money to throw away on drunken
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them builds the hospitals and why should they be -

wantin’ the poor like me to support them?

GaynNor—[Disgustedly.] Bah! [Abruptly.] Tl

telephone to Doctor Stanton tomorrow murning.
Then I'll know something definite when I come to
see your daughter in the afternoon.

Carmooy—/[Darkly.] You’ll be comin’ again to-
morrow? [Half to himself.] Leave it to the likes
of you to be drainin’ a man dry. [Gay~oz has gone
out to the hall in rear and does not hear this last
remark. There is a loud knock from the outside
door. The Doctor comes back into the room carry-
ing his hat and overcoat.]

GayNor—There’s someone knocking.

Carmopy—Who'll it be? Ab, it’s Fred Nicholls,
maybe. [In a low wvoice to Gaynor who has started

e ettt

to put on his overcoat.] Eileen’s young man, Doc- -
tor, that she’s engaged to marry, as you might say. -

GayNor—[Thoughtfully.] = Hmm — yes — she
spoke of him. [A4s another knock sounds Cazxmopy
hurries to the rear. GAYNOR, after a moment’s in-
decision, takes off his overcoat again and sits down.

A moment later CarMmopy re-enters followed by .

Frep NicuorLs, who has left his overcoat and hat

in the hallway. Nicuorrs is a young fellow of
twenty-three, stockily built, fair-haired, handsome
a commonplace, conventional mould. His manner i
obviously an attempt at suave gentility; he has an
easy, taking smile and a ready laugh, but there is o

petty, calculating expression in his small, obseroing, ;
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blue eyes. His well-fitting, readymade clothes are
carefully pressed. His whole get-up suggests an at-
titude of man-about-small-town complacency.]

CarMopYy—[As they enter.] 1 had a mind to
phone to your house but I wasn’t wishful to disturb
you, knowin’ you’d be comin’ to call tonight.

NicmorLrs—[ With disappointed concern.] It’s
nothing serious, I hope.

CarMopY—|[Grumblingly.] Ah, who knows?
Here’s the doctor. You’ve not met him?

Nicrorrs—[ Politely, looking at Gayxor who in-
clines his head stiffly.] 1 haven’t had the pleasure.
Of course I’ve heard

Carmopy—It’s Doctor Gaynor. This is Fred
Nicholls, Doctor. [The two men shake hands with
conventional pleased-to-meet-yous.] Sit down, Fred,
that’s a good lad, and be talkin’ to the Doctor a
moment while I go upstairs and see how is Eileen.
She’s all alone up there.

Nicmorrs—Certainly, Mr. Carmody. Go ahead
—and tell her how sorry I am to learn she’s under
the weather.

Carmony—I will so. [He goes out.]

GayNor—[ After a pause in which he is studying
Nicmorrs.] Do you happen to be any relative to
the Albert Nicholls who is superintendent over at the

Downs Manufacturing Company?

Nicmorrs—[Smiling.] He’s sort of a near rela-
tive—my father.

GayNor—Ah, yes?
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NiceoLLs—[ With satisfaction.] I work for the
Downs Company myself—bookkeeper——

GayNor—Miss Carmody—the sick girl upstairs—
she had a position there also, didn’t she, before her
mother died?

NicaorrLs—Yes. She had a job as stenographer
for a time. When she graduated from the business
college course—I was already working at the Downs
—and through my father’s influence—you under-
stand. [Gaynor nods curtly.] She was getting on
finely, too, and liked the work. It’s too bad—her
mother’s death, I mean—forcing her to give it up
and come home to take care of those kids.

GayNor—It’s a damn shame. That’s the main
cause of her breakdown.

Nicaoris—[Frowning.] I’'ve noticed she’s been
looking badly lately. So that’s the trouble? Well,
it’s all her father’s fault—and her own, too, be-
cause whenever I raised a kick about his making
a slave of her, she always defended him. [With a
quick glance at the Doctor—in a confidential tome.]
Between us, Carmody’s as selfish as they make ’em. if
you want my opinion,

GayNor—[With a growl.] He’s a hog on two
legs.

NicroLLs—[With a gratified smile.] You bet!
[With a patronizing air.] Ihope to get Eileen away
from all this as soon as—things pick up a little.
[Making haste to explain his conmection with the
dubious household.] Eileen and I have gone around
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together for years—went to Grammar and High
School together—in different classes, of course,
She’s really a corker—very different from the rest
of the family you’ve seen—like her mother. She’s
really educated and knows a lot—used to carry off
all the prizes at school. My folks like her awfully
well. Of course, they’d never stand for—him,
GayNor—You’ll excuse my curiosity—I’ve a good
reason for it—but you and Miss Carmody are en-
gaged, aren’t you? Carmody said you were.
NiceorLLs—[ Embarrassed.] Why, yes, in a way
—but nothing definite—no official announcement or
anything of that kind. It’s all in the future. We
have to wait, you know. [With a sentimental smile.]
We’ve been sort of engaged for years, you might
say. It’s always been sort of understood between us.
[He laughs awkwardly.]
- GAYNoR—[ Gravely.] Then I can be frank with
you. I’d like to be because I may need your help.
I don’t put much faith in any promise Carmody
makes. Besides, you’re bound to know anyway.
She’d tell you.
NicrorLrs—[ 4 look of apprehension coming over
his face.] Is it—about her sickness?
GayNor—Yes,
NicrorLrs—Then—it’s serious?
Gaynor—It’s pulmonary tuberculosis—consump-
tion,
Nicrorrs—[Stunned.]  Consumption?  Good
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heavens! [After a dazed pause—lamely.] Are you
sure, Doctor?

Gaynor—Positive. [NicHOLLS stares at him with
vaguely frightened eyes.] It’s had a good start—
thanks to her father’s blind selfishness—but let’s
hope that can be overcome. The important thing
is to ship her off to a sanatorium immediately. Car-
mody wouldn’t hear of it at first. However, I man-
aged to bully him into consenting; but I don’t trust
his word. That’s where you can be of help. It's

up to you to convince him that it’s imperative she ;

be sent away at once—for the safety of those around
her as well as her own.

NicaoLLs—[ Confusedly.] T’ll do my best, doctor.
[As sf he couldn’t yet believe his ears—shuddering.]

Good heavens! She never said a word about—being

so ill. She’s had a cold. But, Doctor,—do you
think this sanatorium will ?

Gaynor—[ With hearty hopefulness.] Most cer-
tainly. She has every chance. The Hill Farm has
a really surprising record of arrested cases—as good
as any place in the country. Of course, she’ll never
be able to live as carelessly as before, even after the
most favorable results. She’ll have to take care of
herself. [Apologetically.] I'm telling you all this
as being the one most intimately concerned. I don’t
count Carmody. You are the one who will have to
assume responsibility for her welfare when she re-
turns to everyday life.

NicHOLLS—[ Answering as if he were merely talk-

|
]
J
|
;
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mody straight what’s what. He’ll pay attention to“
me or I’ll know the reason why. ¢

Gaynos—[Getting to his feet and picking up kio
overcoat.] Good boy! You’ve probably saved me & g
disagreeable squabble. I won’t wait for Carmody..;
The sight of him makes me lose my temper. Tell)
him I’ll be back tomorrow with definite mformatlolh
about the sanatorium.

Nicrorrs—[Helping him on with his overcoat.
anzious to have him go.] All right, Doctor. :

GayNor—[Puts on his hat.] And do your best to
cheer the patient up when you talk to her. Give her -
confidence in her ability to get well. That’s half the
battle. And she’ll believe it, coming from you.

NicroLLs—[ Hastily.] Yes, yes, I'll do all X can.

GaYNoR—[Turns to the door and shakes -
Nicmorrs’ hand sympathetically.] And don’t take
it to heart too much yourself. There’s every hopes
remember that. In six months she’ll come back to
you her old self again. :

NicarorLLs—[Nervously.] It’s hard on a feuoy—— "
so suddenly—but Il remember—and— [abruptly] |
Good-night, Doctor.

Gaynor—Good-night. [He goes out. The outer
door is heard shutting behind him. NicmorLs closes )
the door, rear, and comes back and sits in the chair
in front of table. He rests his chin on his hands and
stares before him, a look of desperate, frightened
calculation coming into his eyes. Canmopy #{-
heard clumping heavily down the stairs. A moment §
























ACT I

SCENE TWO

SceNe—The reception room of the Infirmary
large, high-ceilinged room painted white, u
oiled, hardwood floor. In the left wall, forwc
a row of four windows. Farther back, the m
entrance from the driveway, and anot
window. In the rear wall left, a glass partit
looking out on the sleeping porch. A row
white beds, with the faces of patients bai
peeping out from wunder piles of heavy U
clothes, can be seen. To the right of this pa
tion, a bookcase, and a door leading to the i
past the patients’ rooms. Farther right,
other door opening on the examining room.
the right wall, rear, a door to the office. Fart
forward, a row of windows. In front of
windows, a long dining table with chairs.
the left of the table, toward the center of
room, a chimney with two open fireplaces, fac
left and right. Several wicker armchairs
placed around the fireplace on the left in wk
a cheerful wood fire is crackling. To the lef:
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grin—with feigned pique.] I suppose you’ll be ask-
ing if she’s pretty next! Oh, you men are all alike,
sick or well. Her name is Carmody, that’s the only
other thing I know. So there!

Murray—Carmody?

Miss Howarp—Oh, you don’t know her. She’s
from another part of the state from your town.

Miss GiLrIN—[Appearing in the office doorway.]
Miss Howard. .

Miss Howarp—Yes, Miss Gilpin. [In an aside to
Muzrray as she leaves him.] It’s time for those hor-
rid diets. [She hurries back into the office. . Mur-
RAY stares into the fire. Miss Howarp reappears
from the office and goes out by the door to the hall,
rear. Carriage wheels are heard from the driveway
# front of the house on the left. They stop. After
6 pause there is a sharp rap on the door and a bell
rings insistently. Men’s muffled voices are heard in
argument. MURRAY turns curiously in his chair. Miss
GILPIN comes from the office and walks quickly to the
door, unlocking and opening it. EILEEN enters, fol-
lowed by NicroLyrs, who s carrying her suit-case,
and by her father.]

EmeeNn—DI'm Miss Carmody. I believe Doctor
Gaynor wrote——

Miss GiLein—[Taking her hand—uwith kind
offability.] We’ve been expecting you all day. How
do you do? I’m Miss Gilpin. You came on the last
train, didn’t you?

Er.een—[ Heartened by the other woman’s kind-
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EreeNn—[ Remonstrating pitifully.]  Father}
Please! [She hurries over to Nicholls.] Oh, please *
don’t mind him, Fred! You know what he is when :
he’s drinking. He doesn’t mean a word he’s saying. :

Nicmoris—[Thickly.] That’s all right—for .
you to say. But.I won’t forget—I’m sick and tired
standing for—I’m not used to—such people.

ErmeeN—[Shrinking from him.] Fred!

NicrorLrs—[With a furious glance at Murgay.] -
Before that cheap slob, too—letting him know ev-*
erything! T

Emeen—/[Faintly.] He seems—very nice.

Nicrorrs—You’ve got your eyes set on him alw
ready, have you? Leave it to you! No fear of
your not having a good time of it out here!

EiLeen—Fred!

Nicuorrs—Well, go ahead if you want to. I
don’t care. I’ll [Startled by the look of aw
guish which comes over her face, he hastily swallows
his words. He takes out watch—flercely.] We'l
miss that train, damn it!

Em.eex—/[In a stricken tone.] Oh, Fred! [Thes .
forcing back her tears she calls to Carmopy in 6
strained woice.] Father! You’ll have to go now. -
Miss Gilpin said to tell you you’d have to go rnght4
away to make the train, ;

Casmooy—[Shaking hands with Murray.] Tl
be goin’. Keep your eye on her. T’ll be out soon to
see her and you and me’ll have another chin.

Mureray—Glad to. Good-bye for the present.

P
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to go to my room now. Good night, Mr. Murray.
Mureay—[Holding her hand for a moment—
earnestly.] Don’t mind your first impressions here.
You’ll look on everything as a matter of course in
a few days. I felt your way at first. [He drops
her hand and shakes his finger at her.] Mind your
guardian, now! [She forces a trembling smile.]
See you at breakfast. Good night. [EiLeen goes
out to the hall in rear. Miss Howarp comes in from
i the door just after her, carrying a glass of milk.]
., Miss Howarp—Almost bedtime, Mr. Murray.
_ Here’s your diet. [He takes the glass. She smiles
ot him provokingly.] Well, is it love at first sight,
Mr. Murray?
Murray—[ With a grin.] Sure thing! You can
- consider yourself heartlessly jilted. [He turns and
. roises his glass toward the door through which
Y Ereen has just gone, as if toasting her.]
“A glass of milk, and thou
: Coughing beside me in the wilderness——
1 Ah wilderness were Paradise enow!”’
i [He takes a sip of milk.]
Miss Howarp—/|[Peevishly.] That’s old stuff,
. Mr. Murray. A patient at Saranac wrote that par-
ody.
: Murray—[Maliciously.] Aha, you’ve discovered
; it’s a parody, have you, you sly minx! [Miss How-
~ 4gp turns from him huffily and walks back towards
! the office, her chin in the air.]
¢ [The Curtain Falls]

d
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you needn’t, Your reputation in that respect, Doc-
tor—— [StanTON inclines his head in acknowl-
edgment, SLOAN jerks his thumb toward the dining
room.] But the ones in there are getting well,
aren’t they?

StanToN—To all appearances, yes. You don’t
dare swear to it, though. Sometimes, just when a
case looks most favorably, there’s a sudden, un-
foreseen breakdown and they have to be sent back
to bed, or, if it’s very serious, back to the Infirmary
again. These are the exceptions, however, not the
rule. You can bank on most of those eaters being
out in the world and usefully employed within six
months,

SrLoaN—You couldn’t say more than that. [4b-
ruptly.] But—the unfortunate ones—do you have
many deaths?

StanToN—[With a frown.] No. We’re under
a very hard, almost cruel imperative which prevents
that. If, at the end of six months, a case shows no
response to treatment, continues to go down hill—
if, in a word, it seems hopeless—we send them away,
to one of the State Farms if they have no private
means. [A4pologetically.] You see, this sanatorium
is overcrowded and has a long waiting list most of
the time of others who demand their chance for life.
We have to make places for them. We have no
time to waste on incurables. There are other places
for them—and sometimes, too, a change is beneficial
and they pick up in new surroundings. You never
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can tell. But we’re bound by the rule. It may seem
cruel—but it’s as near justice to all concerned as
¥e can come,

Sroan—[Soberly.] 1 see. [His eyes fall on the
pianola—in surprise.] Ah—a piano.

StanTon—[Replying to the other’s thought.]
Yes, the patients play and sing. [With a smile.]
If you’d call the noise they make by those terms.
They’d dance, too, if we permitted it. There’s only
ote song taboo—Home, Sweet Home. We forbid
that—for obvious reasons.

Sroan—I see. [With a final look around.] Did
lunderstand you to say this is the only place where
the sexes are permitted to mingle?

StanTON—Yes, sir.

SrLoan—[ With a smile.] Not much chance for a
love affair, then.

StanTON—[Seriously.] We do our best to pre-
vent them. We even have a strict rule which allows
us to step in and put a stop to any intimacy which
grows beyond the casual. People up here, Mr.
Sloan, are expected to put aside all ideas except the
one—getting well.

SroaNn—[Somewhat embarrassed.] A damn good
rule, too, I should say, under the circumstances.

StantoN—[ With a laugh.] Yes, we’re strictly
anti-Cupid, sir, from top to bottom. [Turning to
the door to the hall.] And now, if you don’t mind,
Mr. Sloan, I’'m going to turn you footloose to wander
about the grounds on an unconducted tour. Today
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kindliness.] Here, here, that’ll never do! You’re
not weeping about it, are you, silly? [He pats her
on the shoulder.] What’s the matter, Eileen? You
didn’t.eat a thing this morning. I was watching you.
[With Ekindly severity.] That’s no way to gain
weight, you know. You’ll have to feed up. Do you
hear what your guardian commands, eh?

EiLeen—[ With dull hopelessness.] I know I'll
lose again. I’ve been losing steadily the past three
weeks. .

Mvurray—Here! Don’t you dare talk that way!
I won’t stand for it. Why, you’ve been picking up
wonderfully—until just lately. You’ve made such
a game fight for four months. Even the old Doc
has told you how much he admired your pluck, and
how much better you were getting. You’re not go-
ing to quit now, are you?

EiLeen—/[ Despairingly.] Oh, I don’t care! I
don’t care—now.

Murray—Now? What do you mean by that?
What’s happened to make things any different?

EiLeen—[ Evasively.] Oh—nothing. Don’t ask
me, Stephen.

Mvurray—[ With sudden anger.] I don’t have to
ask you. I can guess. Another letter from home—
or from that ass, eh?

ErLeeNn—[Shaking her head.] No, it isn’t that.
[She looks at him as if imploring him to compre-

Murray—[Furiously.] Of course, you’d deny




THE STRAW 67

it. You always do. But don’t you suppose I’'ve got
eyes? It’s been the same damn thing all the time
you’ve been here. After every nagging letter—
thank God they don’t write often any more!—
you’ve been all in; and after their Sunday visits—
you can thank God they’ve been few, too—jyou’re
utterly knocked out. It’s a shame! The selfish
swine !

EmLgeNn—Stephen !

Mureay—/|[ Relentlessly.] Don’t be sentimental,
Eileen. You know it’s true. From what you’ve told
me of their letters, their visits,—from what I’ve seen
and suspected—they’ve done nothing but worry and
torment you and do their best to keep you from get-
ting well.

En.een—/[Faintly.] You’re not fair, Stephen.

Murray—Rot! When it isn’t your father grum-
bling about expense, it’s the kids, or that stupid
housekeeper, or that slick Aleck, Nicholls, with his
cowardly lies. Which is it this time?

EiLeen—{[ Pitifully.] None of them.

Mureay—[ Explosively.] But him, especially—
the dirty cad! Oh, I’ve got a rich notion to pay a
call on that gentleman when I leave and tell him what
I think of him.

EiLeen—[Quickly.] No—you mustn’t ever!
He’s not to blame. If you knew [She stops,
lowering her eyes in confusion.]

Murray—[Roughly.] Knew what? You make
me sick, Eileen—always finding excuses for him. I
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never could understand what a girl like you coul
see—— But what’s the us¢? I’ve said all this be
fore. You’re wasting yourself on a [Rudely.
Love must be blind. And yet you say you don’t lov.
him, really?

ErLeen—{Shaking her head—helplessly.] But .
do—like Fred. We’ve been good friends so man)
years. I don’t want.to hurt him—his pride——

Muzrray—That’s the same as answering no to m)
question. Then, if you don’t love him, why don’
you write and tell him to go to—— break it offi
[EreeN bows her head but doesn’t reply. Irritated
MurraY continues brutally.] Are you afraid i
would break his heart? Don’t be a fool! The onl;
way you could do that would be to deprive him o:
his meals.

EiLeeNn—[Springing to her feet—distractedly.
Please stop, Stephen! You’re cruel! And you'v:
been so kind—the only real friend I’ve had up here
Don’t spoil it all now.

MugreaYy—[ Remorsefully.] I’'m sorry, Eileen. 1
was only talking. I won’t say another word. [Irn-
tably.] Still, someone ought to say or do something
to put a stop to——

ErmeeNn—[With a broken laugh.] Never mind.
Everything will stop—soon, now!

Mureay—/[Suspiciously.] What do you mean?

EiLeen—[ With an attempt at a careless tone.]
Nothing. If you can’t see—— [She turns to him
with sudden intensity.] Oh, Stephen, if you only
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L knew how wrong you are about everything you’ve
. said, It’s all true; but it isn’t that—any of it—
any more—— that’s Oh, I can’t tell you!
 Mureay—[With great interest.] Please do,
| Eileen!
ErmLeeNn—[ With a helpless laugh.] No.
Murray—Please tell me what it is! Let me help
you.
EmeeNn—No. It wouldn’t be any use, Stephen.
Muzeay—[Offended.] Why do you say that?
,Haven’t I helped before?
" EmeeNn—Yes—but this——
Mureray—Come now! ’Fess up! What is “this”?
EiLeen—No. I couldn’t speak of it here, any-
way. They’ll all be coming out soon.
Murray—/[Insistently] Then when? Where?
Emeen—oOh, I don’t know—perhaps never, no-
where. I don’t know Sometime before you
leave, maybe.
Murray—But I may go tomorrow morning—if
I gain weight and Stanton lets me,
Emneen—[Sadly.] Yes, I was forgetting—you
were going right away. [Dully.] Then nowhere,
I suppose—never. [Glancing toward the dining
room.] They’re all getting up. Let’s not talk about
it any more—now.
Murray—[Stubbornly.] But you’ll tell me la-
ter, Eileen? You must.
EiLeen—[Vaguely.] Perhaps. It depends
[The patients, about forty in number, straggle in
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from the dining room by twos and threes, chatting in
low tones. The men and women with few exceptions
separate into two groups, the women congregating
in the left right angle of chairs, the men sitting or
standing in the right right angle. In appearance,
most of the patients are tanned, healthy, and cheerful
looking. The great majority are under middle age.
Their clothes are of the cheap, ready-made wariety.
They are all distinctly of the wage-earning class.
They might well be a crowd of cosmopolitan factory
workers gathered together after a summer vacation.
A hollow-chestedness and a tendency to roumnd
shoulders may be detected as a common characterss-
tic. A general air of tension, marked by frequent
bursts of laughter in too high a key, seems to per-
vade the throng. Murray and EiLEEN, as if to avoid
contact with the others, come over to the right i
front of the dining-room door.]

Muzrra¥—[In a low voice.] Listen to them laugh.
Did you ever notice—perhaps it’s my imagination
—how forced they act on Saturday mornings before
they’re weighed?

EiLeen—[Dully.] No.

Murray—Can’t you tell me that secret now? No
one’ll hear. .

EiLeen—/[Vehemently.] No, no, how could I?
Don’t speak of it! [A4 sudden silence falls on all the
groups at once. Their eyes, by a common impulse,
turn quickly toward the door to the hall.]

A WouMaN—[ Nervously—as if this moment’s si- '
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or 30 into the room and looks from one group of pa-
tients to the other, inclining her head and smiling
benevolently. Al force smiles and nod m recogni-
tion of her greeting.- PETERS, at the pianola, lets
the music slow down, glancing questioningly at the
matron to see if she is going to order it stopped.
Then, encouraged by her smile; his feet pedal harder
than ever.]

Mvurray—Look at old Mrs. Grundy’s eyes pinned
on us! She’ll accuse us of being too familiar again,
the old wench!

Emween—Ssshh, You’re wrong. She’s looking at
me, not at us.

Murray—At you? Why?

EiLeeNn—TI ran a temperature yesterday. It must
have been over a hundred last night.

Murray—[ With consoling scepticism.] You're
always suffering for trouble, Eileen. How do you
know you ran a temp? You didn’t see the stick, I
suppose?

Emween—No—but—I could tell. I felt feverish
and chilly. It must have been way up.

Murray—Bosh! If it was you’d have been sent
to bed.

EmLeeNn—That’s why she’s looking at me. [Pit-
eously.] Oh, I do hope I won’t be sent back to bed!
I don’t know what I'd do. If I could only gain this
morning. If my temp has only gone down! [Hope-
lessly.] But I feel

thinking——

I didn’t sleep a wink— |

=
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Murray—[ Roughly.] You’ll persuade yourself
you’ve got leprosy in a second. Don’t be a nut!
It’s all imagination, I tell you. You’ll gain. Wait
and see if you don’t. [EiLeen shakes her head. A
metallic rumble and jangle comes from the hallway.
Everyone turns in that direction with nervous ex-
pectancy.]

Mgzs. TurNer—[Admonishingly.] Mr. Peters!

Perers—Yes, ma’am. [He stops playing and re-
joins the group of men on the right. In the midst
of a silence broken only by hushed murmurs of con-
versation, DocTor STANTON appears in the hall
doorway. He turns to help his assistant wheel in a
Fairbanks scale on castors. They place the scale
against the wall immediately to the rear of the door-
way. Doctor SmMMs adjusts it to a perfect bal-
ance. ]

Doctor StantoN—[Takes a pencil from his
pocket and opens the record book he has in his
hand.] All ready, Doctor?

Doctor StMMs—Just a second, sir. [4 chorus of
coughs comes from the impatient crowd, and hand-
kerchiefs are hurriedly produced to shield mouths.]

Murray—[ With a nervous smile.] Well, we’re all
set. Here’s hoping!

Emween—You’ll gain, I’'m sure you will. You
look so well.

Mueray—Oh—I—I wasn’t thinking of myself,
I’m a sure thing. I was betting on you. I’ve sim-
ply got to gain today, when so much depends on it.
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ErmLeen—Yes, I hope you [Ske falters
brokenly and turns away from him.]

Docror Smums—[Straightening up.] All ready,
Doctor.

StantoN—[Nods and glances at his book—uwith-
out raising his voice—distinctly.] Mrs. Abner. [4
middle-aged woman comes and gets on the scale.
Smmms adjusts it to her weight of the previous week
which StaNTON reads to him from the book in a low
woice, and weighs her.]

Mvurray—[With a relicved sigh.] They’re off.
[Noticing ErLeen’s downcast head and air of de-
jection.] Here! Buck up, Eileen! Old Lady
Grundy’s watching you—and it’s your turn in a
second. [E1LEEN raises her head and forces a fright-
ened smile. Mzs. ABNER gets down off the scale with
a pleased grin. She has evidently gained. She rejoins
the group of women, chattering volubly in low tones.
Her exultant “gained half a pound” can be heard.
The other women smile their perfunctory congratu-
lations, their eyes absent-minded, intent on their own
worries. STANTON writes down the weight in the
book.] :

StanrToNn—Miss Bailey. [4 young girl goes to -
the scales.)

Murray—Bailey looks badly, doesn’t she?

Erveen—/[Her lips trembling.] She’s been los-
ing, too. ' )

Murray—Well, you’re going to gain today. Re-
member, now!
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ErnLeeN—/[ With a feeble smile.] T’1l try to obey
your orders. [Miss BarLey gets down off the scales.
Her eyes are full of despondency although she tries
to make a brave face of it, forcing a laugh as she
joins the women. They stare at her with pitying
looks and murmur consoling phrases.]

Emween—She’s lost again. Oh, I wish I didn’t
have to get weighed

StantoN—Miss Carmody. [EiLeen starts ner-
vously. ] ‘

Murray—[A4s she leaves him.] Remember now!
Break the scales! [She walks quickly to the scales,
trying to assume an air of defiant indifference. The
balance stays down as she steps up. EILEEN’s face
shows her despair at this. Smums weighs her and
gives the poundage in a low woice to STANTON.
Eneex steps down mechanically, then hesitates as
if not knowing where to turn, her anguished eyes
flitting from one group to another.]

Murray—([Savagely.] Damn! [Docror Stan-
TON writes the figures in his book, glances sharply at
Eneen, and then nods significantly to Mrs. TurNER
who i3 standing beside him. ]

StantoN—[Calling the mnext.] Miss Doefller.
[Another woman comes to be weighed.]

Mges. Turner—Miss Carmody! Will you come
here a moment, please?

EreeNn—/[Her face growing very pale.] Yes,
Mrs. Turner. [The heads of the different groups
bend together. Their eyes follow EiLeen as they
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whisper. Mzs. TurNEr leads her down front, left
hind them the weighing of the women cont:
briskly. The great majority have gained. Those
have not have either remained stationary or lc
negligible fraction of a pound. So, as the weig
proceeds, the general asr of smiling satisfaction
among the groups of women. Some of them, thei
deal over, go out through the hall doorway by
and threes with suppressed laughter and cha
As they pass behind EILEEN they glance at her
pitying curiosity. Doctor STaANTON’s voice $s h
at regular intervals calling the names in alphabe
order: Mrs. Elbing, Miss Finch, Miss Grimes, .
Haines, Miss Hayes, Miss Jutner, Miss Lino
Mrs. Marini, Mrs. McCoy, Miss McElroy, Miss
son, Mrs, Nott, Mrs. O’Brien, Mrs. Olson, Miss 1
Miss Petrovski, Mrs. Quinn, Miss Robersi, .
Stattler, Miss Unger.]

Mges. Turner—/[Putting her hand on EILE
shoulder—¥kindly.] You’re not looking so
lately, my dear, do you know it?

EiLeen—/[Bravely.] 1 feel—fine. [Her eye:
if looking for encouragement, seek MURRAY wh
staring at her worriedly.]

Mzs. Turner—[Gently.] You lost weight ag
you know.

Emneen—I know—but

Mgs. TurNer—This is the fourth week.

EiLeen—I I know it is

Mgs. TurNER—I’ve been keeping my eye on
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EiLeen—[ With a longing look over at Murzray.]
But not today—please, Mrs. Turner.

Mgs., TueNer—/[Looking at her keenly.] There
is something upsetting you. You’ve something on
your mind that you can’t tell me, is that it?
[EeEN maintains a stubborn silence.] But think
—can’t you tell me? [With a kindly smile.] I’'m
used to other people’s troubles. I've been playing
mother-confessor to the patients for years now, and
I think I’ve usually been able to help them. Can’t
you confide in me, child? [EiLeenx drops her eyes
but remains silent. Mes. TurNER glances mean-
ingly over at MurrAY who is watching them when-
ever he thinks the matron i3 not aware of it—a note
of sharp rebuke in her woice.] I think I can guess
your secret, my dear, even if you’re too stubborn to
tell. This setback is your own fault. You’ve let
other notions become more important to you than
the idea of getting well. And you’ve no excuse for
it. After I had to warn you a month ago, I ex-
pected that silliness to stop instantly.

EiLeen—[Her face flushed—protesting.] There
never was anything. Nothing like that has anything
to do with it.

Mes. TurNer—/[Sceptically.] What is it that
has, then?

ErLeeNn—[Lying determinedly.] It’s my family.
They keep writing—and worrying me—and:
That’s what it is, Mrs. Turner. -

Mgs. TurNer—[Not exactly knowing whether to
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belicoe this or not—probing the girl with her eyes.]
Your father?

EreeNn—Yes, all of them. [Suddenly seeing a
way to discredit all of the matron’s suspicions—ez-
citedly.] And principally the young man I’'m en-
gaged to—the one who came to visit me several
times——

Mges. TueNer—[Surprised] So—you’re engaged?
[Emeex mods. Mazs. TurNer immediately dis-
misses her suspicions.] Oh, pardon me. I didn’t
know that, you see, or I wouldn’t [She pats
Engen on the shoulder comfortingly.] Never mind.
You'll tell me all about it, won’t you?

EmeeNn—/[Desperately.] Yes. [She seems about

" 10go on but the matron interrupts her.]

Mzs. TurNER—Oh, not here,-my dear. Not now.
Come to my room—Ilet me see—I’ll be busy all morn-
ing—sometime this afternoon. Will you do that?

Eneen—Yes. [Joyfully.] Then I needn’t go
to bed right away?

Mes. Turnee—No—on one condition. You
mustn’t take any exercise. Stay in your recliner all
day and rest and remain in bed tomorrow morning.
And promise me you will rest and not worry any
more about things we can easily fix up between us.

' Emeen—I promise, Mrs, Turner.

Mzs. TuerNer—[Smiling in dismissal.] Very well,
then. I must speak to Miss Bailey. I’ll see you this
afternoon.

Emeen—Yes, Mrs. Turner. [The matron goes
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to the rear where Miss BarLey is sitting with Mazs.
ABnEr, She beckons to Miss BaiLey who gets up
with a scared look, and they go to the far left cor-
ner of the room. EILEEN stands for a moment hesi-
tating—then starts to go to Murray, but just at
this moment PETERS comes forward and speaks to
Mugrrav.]

Perers—[ With his sly twisted grin.] Say, Car-
mody musta lost fierce. Did yuh see the Old Woman
handin’ her an earful? Sent her back to bed, I
betcha. What d’yuh think?

Murrar—[Impatiently, showing his dislike.]
How the hell do I know?

Perers—[Sneeringly.] Huh, you don’t know
nothin’ *bout her, I s’pose? Where d’yuh get that
stuff? Think yuh’re kiddin’ me?

Murray—[ With cold rage before which the other
slinks away.] Peters, the more I see of you the bet-
ter I like a skunk! If it wasn’t for other people los-
ing weight you couldn’t get any joy out of life,
could you? [Roughly.] Get away from me! [He
makes a threatening gesture.]

Perers—[Beating a snarling retreat.] Wait’n’ see
if yuh don’t lose too, yuh stuck-up boob! [Seeing
that Murray is alone again, EILEEN starts toward .
him but this time she is intercepted by Mrs. AnNgs
who stops on her way out. The weighing of ths
women is now finished, and that of the men, which
proceeds much quicker, begins.]

Docror StanToN—Anderson! [ANDERsSON comes
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to the scales. The men all move down to the left to
wait their turn, with the exception of Murray, who
remains by the dining room door, fidgeting impa-
tiently, anxious for a word with EiLeex.]
Mgrs. ABNErR—[ T'aking EmLeen’s arm.] Coming
over to the cottage, dearie?
Eneen—Not just this minute, Mrs. Abner. I -
have to wait
Mzs. ABNer—For the Old Woman? You lost to-
day, didn’t you? Is she sendin’ you to bed, the old
devil?
Emren—Yes, ’m afraid I’ll have *.
Mzs. ABNER—She’s a mean or , ain’t she? I
gained this week—half a pound. Lord, I’'m gittin’
fat! All my clothes are gittin’ too small for me.
Don’t know what I’ll do. Did you lose much, dearie?
Ereex—Three pounds. : :
Mzs. ABNEr—Ain’t that awful! [Hastening to
make up for this thoughtless remark.] All the same,
vhat’s three pounds! You can git them back in a
week after you’re resting more. You been runnin’ a
temp, too, ain’t you? [EiLeex nods.] Don’t worry
ahout it, dearie. It’ll go down. Worryin’s the
worst. Me, I don’t never worry none. [She chuck-
les with satisfaction—tl:m soberly.] 1 just been
talkin’ with Bailey. She’s got to go to bed, too, I
guess. She lost two pounds. She ain’t runnin’ no
temp though.
StanTOoN—Barnes! [Another man comes to the
cales.]
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Murray—Three pounds.

EiLeen—Funny—I lost three. [With a pitiful
effort at a smile.] I hope you gained the ones I lost.
[Her lips tremb’s.] So you’re surely going away.

Murray—[ His joy fleeing as he is confronted

with her sorrow—slowly.] It looks that way, °

Eileen.

EeeNn—/[In a trembling whisper broken by ris-
ing sobs.] Oh—I’m so glad—jyou gained—the ones
I lost, Stephen So glad! [She breaks down,
covering her face with her hands, stifling her sobs.]

Murray—[Adlarmed.] Eileen! What’s the mat- .

ter? [Desperately.] Stop it! Stanton’ll see you!

[The Curtain Falls]
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they’ve forgotten me. None of them need me any
more. They’ve found out how to get on without I
me—and I’'m a drag—dead to them—no place for §
me home any more—and they’ll be afraid to have
me back—afraid of catching—I know she won't
want me back. And Fred—he’s gone—he never ¥
mattered, anyway. Forgive me dear—worrying you
—only I want you to know how much you’ve meant’
to me—so you won’t forget—ever—after you've ¥
gone, _

Murray—[In grief-stricken tomes.]  Forgetf:
Eileen! T’ll do anything in God’s world

EiLeen—I know—jyou like me a lot even if you
can’t love me—don’t you? [His arms tighten about
her as he bends down and forces a kiss on her lips
again.] Oh Stephen! That was for good-bye. You
mustn’t come tomorrow morning. I couldn’t bear
having you—with people watching. But you’ll write
after—often—won’t you? [Heartbrokenly.] Oh,
please do that, Stephen!

Mvureray.—I will! I swear! And when you get
out I'll—we’ll—D’ll find something—[He kisses her
again. ]

EiLeen—[ Breaking away from him with a quick
movement and stepping back a few feet.] Good-bye
darling. Remember me—and perhaps—you’ll find
out after a time—I’ll pray God to make it so! Oh,
what am I saying? Only—I’ll hope—I’ll hope—till
I die!

Murray—/[In anguish.] Eileen!
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_ Exuzen—/[ Her breath coming in tremulous heaves
_of her bosom.] Remember, Stephen—if ever you want
. =T1l do anything—anything you want—no matter
Erhat—l don’t care—there’s just you and—don’t
‘hate me, dear. I love you—love you—remember!
I She suddenly turns and runs away up the road.]

. Muzrray—Eileen! [He starts to run after her but
#tops by the signpost and stamps on the ground
! furiously, his fists clenched in ¥mpotent rage at him-
Laelf and at fate, He curses hoarsely.] Christ!

[The Curtain Falls]
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few days. Eileen isn’t to know till the very last
minute, It would only disturb her.

Carmopy—[Hastily.] We’ll not say a word of it.

Miss Howarp—/[ T'urning to the hall door.] Thank
you. [She goes out, shutting the door.]

Mzs. BeENNaN—[Angrily.] She has a lot of im~
pudent gab, that one, with her don’t do this and
don’t do that! It’s a wonder you wouldn’t speak
up to her and shut her mouth, you great fool, and
you payin’ money to give her her job. [Disgust-
edly.] You’ve no spunk in you.

Carmopy—/[ Placatingly.] Would you have me
raisin’ a shindy when Eileen’s leavin® here in a day
or more? What’d be the use?

Mgs. BRENNAN—In the new place she’s goin’ you’ll
not have to pay a cent, and that’s a blessing! It’s
small good they’ve done her here for all the money
they’ve taken. [Gazing about the room critically.]
It’s neat and clean enough; and why shouldn’t it,
a tiny room and the lot of them nothing to do all
day but scrub. [Scornfully.] Two sticks of chairs
and a table! They don’t give much for the money.

Carmopy—Catch them! It’s a good thing she’s
clearin’ out of this and her worse off after them
curin® her eight months than she was when she came.
She’ll maybe get well in the new place.

Mzs. BRexnan—T[Indifferently.] It’s God’s will,
what’ll happen. [Irritably.] And I’'m thinkin’ it’s
His punishment she’s under now for having no heart
in her and never writin’ home a word to you or the
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ing for Eileen to notice them; but the girl in bed con-
tinues to stare imto the woods, oblivious to their
presence.]

Mzs. BrexanNn—[Nudging CarmopYy with her
elbow—in a harsh whisper.] She don’t see us. It’s a
dream she’s in with her eyes open. Glory be, it’s
bad she’s lookin’. The look on her face’d frighten
you. Speak to her, you! [Eileen stirs uneasily as if
this whisper had disturbed her unconsciously.]

CarMopy—[ Wetting his lips and clearing his
throat huskily.] Eileen.

EiLeen—[Startled, turns and stares at them with
frightened eyes. After a pause she ventures uncer-
tainly as if she were not sure but what these figures
might be creatures of her dream.] Father. [ Her eyes
shift to Mrs. BRENNAN’S face and she shudders.]
Mrs. Brennan.

Mzs. BrRENNAN—][Quickly—in a woice meant to
be kindly.] Here we are, all of us, come to see you.
How 1is it you’re feelin’ now, Eileen? [While she is
talking she advances to the bedside, followed by
Carmony, and takes one of the sick girl’s hands in
hers. Eileen withdraws it as if stung and holds it
out to her father. Mrs. Brennan’s face flushes
angrily and she draws back from the bedside.]

Carmopy—[ Moved—uwith rough tenderness pat-
ting her hand.] Ah, Eileen, sure it’s a sight for
sore eyes to see you again! [He bends down as if to
kiss her, but, struck by a sudden fear, hesitates,
straightens himself, and shamed by the understand-
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Stephen, won’t I? From now on? And see that you
rest so many hours a day—and drink your milk
when I drink mine—and go to bed at nine sharp
when I do—and obey everything I tell you—and:

[The Curtain Falls]
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As the curtain rises, a native negro womas
sneaks in cautiously from the entrance om the
right. She is very old, dressed in cheap calico,
bare-footed, a red bandana handkerchief cov-
ering all but a few stray wisps of white hair.
A bundle bound in colored cloth is carried over
her shoulder on the end of a stick. She hesi-
tates beside the doorway, peering back as if in
extreme dread of being discovered. Then she
begins to glide noiselessly, a step at a time,
toward the doorway in the rear. At this mo-
ment, SMITHERS appears beneath the portico.

SmiTHERS is a tall, stoop-shouldered mam
about forty. His bald head, perched on a long
neck with an enormous Adam’s apple, looks
like an egg. The tropics have tanned his nat-
urally pasty face with it’s small, sharp fes
tures to a sickly yellow, and native rum has
painted his pointed mose to a startling red.
His little, washy-blue eyes are red-rimmed and
dart about him like a ferret’s. His expression
is one of unscrupulous meanness, cowardly and
dangerous. He is dressed in a worn riding suit
of dirty white drill, puttees, spurs, and wears o
white cork helmet. A cartridge belt with an
automatic revolver is around his waist. He
carries a riding whip in his hand. He sees the
woman and stops to watch her suspiciously.
Then, making up his mind, he steps quickly on
tiptoe into the room. The woman, looking back
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* * hit. They go—all go. [She makes a sweeping ges-

ture toward the hills in the distance.]

Smitgers—Run away—to the ’ills?

Woman—VYes, Mister. Him Emperor—Great
Father. [She touches her forehead to the floor with
a quick mechanical jerk.] Him sleep after eat.
Then they go—all go. Me old woman. Me left
only. Now me go too.

Surraers—[ His astonishment giving way to an
immense, mean satisfaction.] Ow! So that’s the
ticket! Well, I know bloody well wot’s in the air—
when they runs orf to the ’ills. The tom-tom ’ll
be thumping out there bloomin® soon. [With ex-
treme vindictiveness.] And I’'m bloody glad of it,
for one! Serve ’im right! Puttin’ on airs, the
stinkin’ nigger! °Is Majesty! Gawd blimey! I
only ’opes I’'m there when they takes ’im out to
shoot ’im. [Suddenly.] ’E’ still ’ere all right,
ain’t ’e?

Woman—Yes. Him sleep.

Smiraers—’E’s bound to find out soon as ’e
wakes up. ’E’s cunnin’ enough to know when ’is
time’s come. [He goes to the doorway on right and
whistles shrilly with his fingers in his mouth. The
old woman springs to her feet and runs out of the
doorway, rear. SMITHERS goes after her, reaching
for his revolver.] Stop or I’ll shoot! [Then
stopping—indifferently.] Pop orf then, if yer like,
yer black cow. [He stands in the doorway, looking
after her.]
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SumrtHERs—Yer know they wasn’t *ardly liable to
get no silver bullets. And it was luck ’e didn’t ‘it
you that time.

Joxes—[ Laughing.] And dere all dem fool, bush
niggers was kneelin’ down and bumpin’ deir heads on
de ground like I was a miracle out o’ de Bible. Oh
Lawd, from dat time on I has dem all eatin’ out of
my hand. I cracks de whip and dey jumps through.

SmitHERS—[ With a sniff.] Yankee bluff done it.

Jones—Ain’t a man’s talkin’ big what makes him
big—long as he makes folks believe it? Sho’, I talks
large when I ain’t got nothin’ to back it up, but I
ain’t talkin’ wild just de same. I knows I kin fool
’em—I knows it—and dat’s backin’ enough fo’ my
geme. And ain’t I got to learn deir lingo and
teach some of dem English befo’ I kin talk to ’em?
Ain’t dat wuk? You ain’t never learned ary word er
it, Smithers, in de ten years you been heah, dough
you’ knows it’s money in yo’ pocket tradin’ wid ’em
if you does. But you’se too shiftless to take de
trouble. l

Sumrrners—[ Flushing.] Never mind about me.
What’s this I've ’eard about yer really ’avin’ a sil-
ver bullet moulded for yourself?

Joxes—It’s playin’ out my bluff. I has de silver
bullet moulded and I tells ’em when de time comes I
kills myself wid it. I tells ’em dat’s ’cause I’'m de
on’y man in de world big enuff to git me. No use’n
deir tryin’. And dey falls down and bumps deir
heads. [He laughs.] I does dat so’s I kin take a
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throne and pulls out an expensive Panama hat with
a bright multi-colored band and sets it jauntily on
his head.] So long, white man! [With a grin]
See you in jail sometime, maybe!

SxiTrERS—Not me, you won’t, Well, I wouldn’t
be in yer bloody boots for no bloomin’ money, but |
%ere’s wishin’ yer luck just the same,

Jones—[Contemptuously.] You’re de frighten-
edest man evah I see! I tells you I’se safe’s ’f I was
in New York City. It takes dem niggers from now
to dark to git up de nerve to start somethin’. By -
dat time, I’se got a head start dey never kotch up
wid. )

Surraers—[ Maliciously.] Give my regards to
any ghosts yer meets up with.

JoxeEs—[Grinning.] If dat ghost got money,
T’ll tell him never ha’nt you less’n he wants to lose '
it.

Smrraers—[Flattered.] Garn! [Then cun-
ously.] Ain’t yer takin’ no luggage with yer?

Jones—I travels light when I wants to move fast.
And I got tinned grub buried on de edge o de for-
est. [Boastfully.] Now say dat I don’t look
ahead an’ use my brains! [With a wide, liberal ges-
ture.] I will all dat’s left in de palace to you—
and you better grab all you kin sneak away wid
befo’ dey gits here.

SurraERs—[ Gratefully.] Righto—and thanks
ter yer. [4s JonEs walks toward the door in rear '
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[From the formless creatures on the ground
front of him comes a tiny gale of low mocking
laughter like a rustling of leaves. They squirm up-
ward toward him in twisted attitudes. JoNEs looks
down, leaps backward with a yell of terror, yanking
out his revolver as he does so—in a quavering
voice.] What’s dat? Who’s dar? What is you?
Git away from me befo’ I shoots you up! You
don’t?

[He fires. There is a flash, a loud report, then
silence broken only by the far-off, quickened throb
of the tom-tom. The formless creatures hawve scur-
ried back into the forest. JoNEs remains fixed in
his position, listening intently. The sound of the
shot, the reassuring feel of the revolver m his hand,
have somewhat restored his shaken nerce. He ad-
dresses himself with renewed confidence.]

Dey’re gone. Dat shot fix ’em. Dey was only
little animals—little wild pigs, I reckon. Dey’ve
maybe rooted out yo’ grub an’ eat it. Sho’, you
fool nigger, what you think dey is—ha’nts? [Eax-
citedly.] Gorry, you give de game away when
you fire dat shot. Dem niggers heah dat fo’ su’tin!
Time you beat it in de woods widout no long waits.
[He starts for the forest—hesitates before the
plunge—then urging himself in with manful resolu-
tion.] Git in, nigger! What you skeered at? Ain’t
nothin’ dere but de trees! Git in! [He plunges
boldly into the forest.]
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of it—uwith a start, looking back over his shoulder.)
Dey’s gittin’ near! Dey’se comin’ fast! And heah
I is shootin’ shots to let ’em know jes’ whar I is.
Oh, Gorry, I’se got to run. [Forgetting the path
he plunges wildly into the underbrush in the rear and
disappears in the shadow.]



SCENE FOUR

sENE—Eleven o’clock. In the fcrest. A wide
dirt road rumns diagonally from right, front, to
left, rear. Rising sheer on both sides the for-
est walls it in. The moon s now up. Under
its light the road glimmers ghastly and unreal.
It is as if the forest had stood aside momen-
tarily to let the road pass through and ac-
complish its weiled purpose. This done, the
forest will fold in upon itself again and the
road will be no more. JoNEs stumbles in from
the forest on the right. His uniform is ragged
and torn. He looks about him with numbed
surprise when he sees the road, his eyes blink-
ing in the bright moonlight. He flops down
exhaustedly and pants heavily for a while.
Then with sudden anger.

I'm meltin’ wid heat! Runnin’ an’ runnin’ an’
mnin’! Damn dis heah coat! Like a strait jacket!
Te tears off his coat and flings it away from
m, revealing himself stripped to the waist.] Dere!
at’s better! Now I kin breathe! [Looking down
his feet, the spurs catch his eye.] And to hell
d dese high-fangled spurs. Dey’re what’s been
177
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[He frees the revolver and fires point blank at
the Guarp’s back. Instantly the walls of the forest
close in from both sides, the road and the figures
of the comvict gang are blotted out in an enshroud-
ing darkness. The only sounds are a crashing in
the underbrush as JonEs leaps away in mad flight
and the throbbing of the tom-tom, still far distant,
but increased in volume of sound and rapidity of
beat.]



SCENE FIVE

ScENE—One o’clock. A large circular clearing, en-
closed by the serried ranks of gigantic trunks
of tall trees whose tops are lost to view.
In the center is a big dead stump worn by time
nto a curious resemblance to an auction block.
The moon floods the clearing with a clear light.
Jones forces his way in through the forest on
the left. He looks wildly about the clearing
with hunted, fearful glances. His pants are
mn tatters, his shoes cut and misshapen, flap-
ping about his feet. He slinks cautiously to
the stump in the center and sits down in o
tense position, ready for instant flight. Then
he holds his head in his hands and rocks back
and forth, moaning to himself miserably.]

Oh Lawd, Lawd! Oh Lawd, Lawd! [Suddenly .
he throws himself on his knees and raises his clasped
hands to the sky—in a woice of agonized pleading.]
Lawd Jesus, heah my prayer! I’se a po’ sinner,
a po’ sinner! T knows I done wrong, I knows it!
When I cotches Jeff cheatin’ wid loaded dice my
anger overcomes me and I kills him dead! Lawd,
I done wrong! When dat guard hits me wid de whip,

182
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The light fades out, the other voices cease, and only
darkness s left. Jones can be heard scrambling
to his feet and running off, his voice sinking down
the scale and receding as he moves farther and
farther am:y #n the forest. The tom-tom beais
louder, quicker, with a more msistent, triumphant

pulsation.]
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grotund, his arms outstretched, whimpering with fear
.as the throb of the tom-tom fills the silence about
him with a somber pulsation, a baffled but revenge-
ful power.]
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SCENES

ACT ONE

Parlor of the Crosby home on a side street of o
seaport village in New England—mid-after-
noon of a day in late spring in the year 1890.

ACT TWO

The same. Late afternoon of a day in the early
spring of the year 1920.

-











































216 DIFFFRENT

Exma—/[Tortured by foreboding—resolved to
find out what is back of all this by hook or crook—
forcing a smile.] All right, Jack. I’'m willing.

Jack—Then I'll tell you what Jim told me. And
you put it up to Caleb, see, and pertend you’re mad-
der'’n hell. [Unable to restrain his mirth.] Ho-ho!
Il git him wild if you do that. On’y I didn’t tel
ye, mind! You heard it from someone else. I don't
want to git Caleb down on me. And you’d hesr
about it from someone sooner or later ’cause Jim and
the rest o’ the boys has been tellin’ the hull town.

EMMa—([Taken aback—frowning.] So all the
town knows about it?

Jack—Yes, and they’re all laffin’ at Caleb. Ob,
it ain’t nothin’ so out o’ the ordinary. Most o’ the
whalin’ men hereabouts have rur up against it in
their time. DI’ve heard Pa and all the others tellir
stories like it out o’ their experience. On’y with Caleh
it ended up so damn funny! [He laughs.] Ho-ho!
Jimminy!

EMMa—I[In a strained voice.] Well, ain’t you
going to tell me?

Jack—I’'m comin’ to it. Waal, seems like they all
went ashore on them islands to git water and the
native brown women, all naked a’most, come round to
meet ’em same as they always does—wantin’ to swap
for terbaccer and other tradin’ stuff with straw mats
and whatever other junk they got. Them brown gals
was purty as the devil, Jim says—that is, in their
heathen, outlandish way—and the boys got makir'
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ting up and holding out her hand.] Good-bye, Caleb.
I’m going up and lie down for a spell.

CareB—[Made hopeless again by her tone—
clasps her hand mechanically—dully.] Good-bye,
Emmer. [He goes to the door in the rear, opens it,
then hesitates and looks back at her as she goes out
the door on the right without turning around. Sud-
denly he blurts out despairingly.] You’ll remember
what I told ye ’bout waitin’, Emmer?" [She is gone,
makes no reply. His face sets in its concealment |
mask of emotionlessness and he turns slowly and
goes out the door as

[The Curtain Falls.]
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a grin.] And if you fall for that jazz stuff, all you
got to do now is learn to dance to it. |
Eumua—[Giggling.] I will—if you’ll teach me.

Benxy—[Struggling with a guffaw.] Oh, oui!
Sure I will. We’ll have a circus, me an’ you. Say,
you’re sure one of the girls aw right, Aunt Emmer.

EMma—Oh, you needn’t think we’re all so behind
the times to home here just because you’ve been to
France and all over.

BexnYy—You ain’t,-I’ll say, Aunt Emmer.

Emma—And how often have I got to tell you not
to call me Aunt Emmer?

Benny—[With a grin.] Oh, oui! My foot
slipped. ’Scuse me, Emmer.

Emma—/[Delighted by his coarse familiarity.]
That’s better. Why, you know well enough I ain't
your aunt anyway.

Benny—I got to get used to the plain Emmer.
They taught me to call you “aunt” when I was s
kid. [Emwma looks displeased at this remark and
BeNNY hastens to add cajolingly.] And you almost
was my aunt-in-law one time from what I’ve heard
[Winks at h.r cunningly.]

Emma—/[ Flustered.] = That was ages ago.
[Catching herself quickly.] Not so awful long
really, but it’s all so dead and gone it seems a long
while.

Benny—/[nthinkingly.] It was before I was
born, wasn’t it? [Seeing her expression he hurries
on.] Well, that ain’t so darned long. Say, here’s
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you. These small town skirts don’t hand me nothin’.
[With a grin.] You forgot I was in France—and
after the dames over there these birds here look
some punk.
Exva—[Sits down—wetting her lips.] And
what—what are those French critters like?
Bexxy—[ With a wink.] Oh,boy! They’re some
pippins! It ain’t so much that they’re better lookin’
as that they’ve got a way with ’em—Ilots of ways.
[He laughs with a lascivious smirk.]
Exma—[Unconsciously hitches her chair nearer
his. The turn the conversation has taken seems to
have aroused a hectic, morbid intensity in her. She
continually wets her lips and pushes back her hair ‘
from her flushed face as if it were stifling her.]
What do you mean, Benny? What kind of ways
have they got—them French girls?
BeNNY—[Smirking mysteriously.] Oh, ways of
dressin’ and doin’ their hair—and lots of ways.
Emma—[Eagerly.] Tell me! Tell me all about
’em. You needn’t be scared—to talk open with me.
I ain’t as strict as I seem—about hearin’ things.
Tell me! I’ve heard French girls was awful wicked.
Bexny—1I don’t know about wicked, but they’re
darned good sports. They’d do anything a guy'd
ask ’em. Oui, tooty sweet! [Laughs foolishly.]
EmMa—And what—what’d you ask ’em, for in
stance?
BeExNY—[ With a wink.] Curiosity killed a cat!
Ask me no questions and I’ll tell you no lies.
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she’d bet you and him’d be married some day yet.
Euua—No such thing! Why, she must be crazy!
BexxYy—Oh, she ain’t so crazy. Ain’t he spent

every durn evenin’ of the time he’s to home between

trips over here with you—for the last thirty years?
ExMMa—When I broke my engagement I said I

wanted to stay friends like we’d been before, and we

always have; but every time he’d even hint at bein’

engaged again I'd always tell him we was friends
only and he’d better leave it be that way. There’s
never been nothing else between us. [With a coy
smile.] And besides, Benny, you know how little
time he’s had to home between viges.

Benny—I kin remember the old cuss marchin’
over here every evenin’ he was to home since I was a
kid.

Emma—[ With a titter of delight.] D’you know,
Benny, I do actually believe you’re jealous!

Benny—/[ Loudly—to lend conviction.] Sure I'm
jealous! But that ain’t the point just now. The
point is he’s jealous of me—and you can see what
a swell chance you’ve got of talkin’ him over now,
can’t you! You’d on’y make him madder.

Emma—T[ Embarrassedly.] He’s getting foolish.
What cause has he got

Benny—When Ma tells him the lies about us—

EMmMa—T[Ezcitedly.] What lies?

Benny—I ain’t goin’ to repeat ’em to you but
you kin guess, can’t you, me being so much over
here?

.
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the best guy in this town! [Shaking her in his
anriety.] Say yes, Emmer! Say you will—first
thing tomorrow.

ExMa—[Choking with emotion.] Yes—I will—
if I’m not too old for you.

Benny—[Jubilantly.] Tell him. Then he’ll see
where he gets off! Listen! I’m goin’ to beat it to
the kitchen and wait. You come tell me when he’s
gone. [A knock comes at the door. He whispers.]
That’s him. I’m goin’.

EMma—[Embracing him fiercely.] Oh, Benny!
[She kisses him on the lips. He ducks away from
her and disappears off right. The lknock is re-
peated. Emma dabs tremblingly at her cheeks with
a handkerchief. Her face is beaming with happiness
and looks indescribably silly. She trips lightly to
the door and opens it—forcing a light, careless
tone.] Oh, it’s you, Caleb. Come right in and set.
I was kind of expecting you. Benn7—I’d heard
you was due to home tonight. [He comes in and
shakes the hond she holds out to him in a limp,
vague, absent-minded manmer. In appearance, he
has changed but little in the thirty years save that
his hair i3 now mearly white and hss face more
deeply lined and wrinkled. His body is still erect,
strong and wvigorous. He wears dark clothes, much
the same as he was dressed in Act One.]

Cavee—[Mechanically.] Hello, Emmer. [Once
tnside the door, he stands staring about the room
frowning. The garish stramgeness of everything

|
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you used to set in? Is that it? Well, I had it put
up in the attic. It didn’t fit in with them new things.

CaLes—[Dully.] No, I s’pose it wouldn’t.

Euua—/[Indicating a chair next to hers.] Do
set down and make yourself to home. [He does so
gingerly. After a pause she asks perfunctorily.]
Did you have good luck this voyage?

CarLEB—[Adgain dully.] Oh, purty fair. [He
begins to look at her as if he were secing her for
the first time, noting every detail with a numb,
stunned astonishment.]

Emma—You're looking as well as ever.

CaLEs—[Dully.] Oh, I ain’t got nothin’ to com-
plain of.

EmMma—You’re the same as me, I reckon. [Hap-
pily.] Why I seem to get feelin’ younger and more
chipper every day, I declare I do. [She becomes un-
comfortably aware of his examination—neroously.]
Land sakes, what you starin’ at so?

CarLes—[Brusquely blurting out his disap-
proval.] You’ve changed, Emmer—changed so I
wouldn’t know you, hardly.

Emma—I[ Resentfully.] Well, I hope you think |
it’s for the best.

CarLes—[Evasively.] 1 ain’t enough used to it
yet—to tell.

EmMa—[Offended.] 1 ain’t old-timey and old-
maidy like I was, I guess that’s what you mean
Well, I just got tired of mopin’ alone in this house,
waiting for death to take me and not enjoyin’ any-
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what folks have told me. But I’ve watched him grow
up from a boy and every time I've come to home
I’ve seed he was gittin’ more ’n’ more like his Pa—
and you know what a low dog Alf Rogers turned
out to be, and what a hell he made for Harriet.
Waal, I'm sayin’ this boy Benny is just Alf all
over again—on’y worse!

EmMya—Oh!

CarLep—They ain’t no Williams® blood left in
Benny. He’s a mongrel Rogers! [Trying to calm
himself a little and be convincing.] Listen, Emmer.
You don’t suppose I'd be sayin’ it, do you, if it
wasn’t so? Ain’t he Harriet’s boy? Ain’t I brought
him up in my own house since he was knee-high?
Don’t you know I got some feelin’s *bout it and I
wouldn’t hold nothing agen him less’n I knowed it
was true?

Emma—[Harshly.] Yes, you would! You're
only too anxious to believe all the bad you can
about him. You’ve always hated him, he says—and
I can see it’s so.

CarLes—[Roughly.] You know damned well it
ain’t, you mean! Ain’t I talked him over with you
and asked your advice about him whenever I come
to home? Ain’t I always aimed to do all I could to
help him git on right? You know damned well 1
never hated him! It’s him that’s always hated me!
[Vengefully.] But I'm begining to hate him now
—and I’ve good cause for it!

EmMa—/[Frightenedly.] What cause?
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ain’t even give as much heed to his maesnness to Har
riet as I'd ought to have, maybe. Buat when be
starts in his sneakin’ thievery with you, Emmwer,
I put my foot down on Lim for good and all!
Exya—What sneakir’ tlievery with me?> How
dare you say sach things?
Carra—1 got proof it’s true. Why, he’s even

bragged all over town about bein’ able to borrow

all the money from you he’d a mind to—boastin’
of what an old fool he was makin’ of you, with you
fixin’ up your house all new to git him to comin’
Gver.

Exua—{[Scarlet—blazing.] It’s a Le! He never

said it! You’re makin’ it all up—’cause you’re—

’cause you’'re——

Carzs—’Cause ’m what, Emmer?

Exya—[Flinging it at him like a savage taunt.]

’Cause you’re jealous of him, that’s what! Any
fool can see that!

Cares—[Getting to his feet and facing her—
slowly.] Jealous? Of Benny? How—TI don’t see
your meanin’ rightly.

Exxa—[ With triumphant malice.] Yes, you do!
Don’t pretend you don’t! You’re jealous ’cause you
know I care a lot about him.

Cares—[Slowly.] Why would I be jealous
’count o’ that? What kind o> man d’you take me
for? Don’t I know you must care for him when
you’ve been a’most as much a mother to him for
years as Harriet was?
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Cares—[His fists clenching—tensely.] Where—
where is the skunk now?

Emma—[Hastily.] Oh, he ain’t here. He’s gone
up street.

CarLes—[Starting for the door in rear.] I'm
goin’ to find the skunk.

ExMua—[Seizing his arme—frightenedly.] What
’re you going to do?

Cares—[Between his clenched teeth.] 1 don’t
know, Emmer—I don’t know: On’y he ain’t
goin’ to marry you, by God!

Euma—Caleb! [She tries to throw her arms
about him to stop his going. He pushes her firmly
but gently aside. She shricks.] Caleb! [She
flings herself on her knees and wraps her arms around
his legs in supplicating terror.] Caleb! You ain't
going to kill him, Caleb? You ain’t going to hurt
him, be you? Say you ain’t! Tell me you won’t
hurt him! [As she thinks she sees a relenting soft-
ness come into his face as he looks down at her.]
Oh, Caleb, you used to say you loved me! Don’t
hurt him then, Caleb—for my sake! I love him,
Caleb! Don’t hurt him—just because you think I'm
an old woman ain’t no reason—and I won’t marry
you, Caleb. I won’t—not even if you have waited
thirty years. I don’t love you. I love him! And
I'm going to marry him—tomorrow. So you won’t
hurt him, will you, Caleb—not when I ask you on my
knees!

Caves—[ Breaking away from her with a shudder
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EmMma—Oh, go away! Go away!

Benny—[Viciously.] So you’re givin’ me the
gate, too, eh? I’d like to see you try it! You asked
me to stay and I’ll stick. It’s all your fool fault
that’s got me in wrong. And now you want to shake
me! This is what I get for foolin’ around with an
old hen like you that oughta been planted in the
cemetery long ago! Paintin’ your old mush and
dressin’ like a kid! Christ A’mighty!

EMMa—[In a cry of despair.] Don’t! Stop! Go
away.

Benny—/[Suddenly alert—sharply.] Sh! Ihear
someone coming. [Shaking her.] Stop — now,
Emmer! Damn it, you gotta go to the door. Maybe
it’s him. [He scurries into the room on right. There
is a faint knock at the door. Emma lifts hér head.
She looks horribly old and worn out. Her face is
frozen into an expressionless mask, her eyes are red,
rimmed, dull and lifeless. The knock is repeated more
sharply. EmMa rises like a weary automaton and
goes to the door and opens it. HarriET is revealed
standing outside.]

Harzier—[Making no movement' to come in—
coldly.] 1 want to speak to Caleb.

EmmMa—[Dully.] He ain’t here. He left a while
back—said he was goin’ up street—I think.

Harrier—[ Worriedly.] Oh, land sakes! [Then
hostilely.] Do you know where Benny is?

EMMa—[Dully.] Yes, he’s here.

Harrier—[Contemptuously.] I might have
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taking down all the curtains with quick mechanical |
movements. She throws them on a pile in the middle
of the floor. She lifts down the framed pictures from
the walls and piles them on the curtains. She takes*
the cushions and throws them on; pushes the rugs
to the pile with her feet; sweeps everything off the
table onto the floor. She does all this without 6
trace of change in her expression—rapidly, but with
no apparent effort. There is the noise of rumming
footsteps from outside and BENNY bursts into the
room panting for breath. He is terribly excited and
badly frightened.)]

BeENNY—/[Stops short as he sees the pile on the
floor.] What the hell

EmMa—[Dully.] The junk man’s coming for
them in the morning.

BeNNY—[T'00 excited to be surprised.] To hell
with that! Say, listen, Aunt Emmer, he’s hung him-
self—Uncle Caleb—in the barn—he’s dead!

Euma—[Slowly letting the words fall—like a be-
ginner on the typewriter touching two new letters.}
Caleb—dead!

Bexny—[ Voluble now.] Dead as a door nail
Neck’s busted. I just cut him down and carried him
to home. Say, you’ve got to come over and help
look after Ma. She’s goin’bugs. I can’t do nothir’
with her.

EmMa—/[A4s before.] Caleb hanged himself—in
the barn?

BexNy—Yes—and made a sure job of it. [With

























